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I remained five or six weeks longer in Madrid, paying
court to no one, but amusing myself with my dear Ignazia,
and the one or two people who remained faithful to me. I
had given up the idea of going to Portugal, for I no longer
received letters from Pauline, and I made up my mind to
go to Marseilles, and thence to Constantinople, where ]
thought I might make my fortune without taking the tur-
ban. Had I followed out this plan, I should no doubt have
been again disappointed, for I had reached the age when
Fortune forsakes a man, though I had no right to complain,
for she had bestowed plenty of favours on me, and I had
abused them all. My servant, Philip, who was a good fel-
low, and superior to his station, corresponded with me for
over a year after I left. He it was who told me that Ignazia
married a rich shoemaker, whose wealth was sufficient to
induce Don Diego to overlook his lack of birth.
Stopping at Valencia, en route to Barcelona, my evil
genius took me to a bull-fight. There I was struck by the
appearance of a woman, who was not merely handsome, but
singularly impressive. I asked a gentleman of Alcantara
who was sitting beside me who she was.
cShe is the famous Nina.'
'Why famous?'
*If you do not know the story> it is too long a one to tel?
here.'
About two minutes later a well-dressed, though some-
what villainous-looking, man left the side of the imperious
beauty, and approaching my neighbour, whispered some-
thing in his ear. My neighbour then politely told me that
fthe lady whose name I had asked wished to be informed of
mine. Stupidly allowing myself to be flattered by this re-
quest, I told the messenger that if the lady would allow
me, I would tell her in person after the spectacle.
*I imagine, from your accent, that you are an Italian/
he said.
'Yes, a Venetian.*
'So is the lady/

